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  12                     CHAPTER 3 
OUR NEIGHBOURS.  THE RAIN AND MOSQUITOS 
 
 A half a mile east of us, on the next quarter section, lived Mrs. Kilby, the kind 
lady who made supper for us the night we arrived. Between our farms, ran a creek, and in 
June and during rainy weather it was full of water. We could see no way of crossing it 
except by wading, so we decided to visit her late. She always rode horse back when she 
came to see us and carried her little girl in front of her on the horse. We thought she was 
pretty wonderful. We found out later that all women rode horseback, who were not too 
old to learn. 
 We had a neighbour, Mrs. Chapman, who lived on the same section three quarters 
of a mile away. My sister had gone there with Tom one evening and the lady had invited 
her to come again; she also sent an initiation to me. One Sunday afternoon, we decided to 
walk there.  Mrs. Chapman told us a lot of things about the country and offered to show 
us how to make butter. My brother had bought the cow from them and I was very anxious 
to know how to churn and wash the butter. She told me all about it and also about her 
churning day. I had often wished to know how the ladies in our vicinity fixed up their log 
houses and what they did to the walls.  I observed all I could that afternoon and was 
determined to make ours look nicer too, just as soon as our luggage and furniture arrived. 
It was three weeks since we came to the valley and no sign of them yet. My father had 
taken them out of bond the morning we arrived in Calgary, June 6th, and we had inquired 
every train day.  Calgary was a little over a hundred miles from Lacombe but it might as 
well have been a thousand. 
 Mrs. Chapman asked us if we were going to the big celebration in Lacombe on 
July 1st. We said we were and asked what it would be like. She told us there would be 
Indians, lots of race horses, bucking horses and Mounted Police too. We wondered why 
the mounted Police. It was to be the first Dominion Day celebration to be held in 
Lacombe. Mrs., Chapman gave us a pressing invitation to stay to supper but we thought 
we should not on such a short acquaintance. She seemed surprised and we wondered 
why, but then we had not learned the hospitality of the west. We were also in a big hurry 
to reach home and ply my brother with questions.  He always told us we were too 
inquisitive but we had to find out things, hence the questions. Anyway, we reflected, Mrs. 
Chapman had asked us a lot of questions. She wanted to know all about the fashion in 
clothes, the latest songs and plays at the theatres, and how we liked the country and about 
the journey from the United; states. We did not care what Tom said. He never liked to 
answer our questions; therefore, we would ask the neighbours. 
 Everyone we met asked us first thing how we liked the country. The joked about 
the mosquito’s eating us up’ we had already experienced plenty of them in the States. 
They joked about Indians running off with us and having our scalps taken, about wild 
animals killing us and lots of unpleasant things.  The talk about the Indians 
